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Summary 


Geralt finally gets a lesson from the master alchemist, Gremist, and learns about more than 
just alchemy. 


Notes 


I'm not completely satisfied with this, but I still want to post it. I found Gremist, the druid on 
Ard Skellig, to be an interesting character and wish we/Geralt got more from of that quest. 
I'm think Geralt's mother being a druid to be interesting and wanted to build on that and 
Geralt's origins more. 


See the end of the work for more notes 


“Met a few of the other members of your circle,” Geralt said casually as he watched the 
master alchemist bramble about his cave. “One asked me for help, said a man had been 
cursed and couldn’t speak. He asked me to scare the monk badly enough to help him get his 
voice back.” Gremist grunted but didn’t acknowledge Geralt. “Offered me a rare gwent card. 
I figured being druids they won’t have much in terms of coin and this wouldn’t be too 
complicated of a curse, so I accepted. I didn’t quite scare him, but rather more proved to be 
the most annoying person to try. Turns out, the man had taken a vow of silence and I ruined 
it.” 


Gremist shook his head and drunkenly ran his hand over the shelf, glancing at each herb 
before finally pulling one down. “Bah, those idiots always get caught up in other people’s 
lives. When I decided to be a druid, I did so to not have to mess with that nonsense.” 


“Ts that why you stay away from the others yourself?” asked Geralt, examining the 
mysterious bottle that clearly hasn’t been handled in a way judging by the layer of dust. “You 
seem to be rather infamous among the rest of the Circle.” 


“Nothing good has ever come from getting entangled with others.” Gremist set his goods on 
the work table and took a swig of liquor. “Nature exists as a balance. There is always 
something taken for what is given. Good comes with bad, power with corruption, love with 
heartbreak, life with death.” Gremist took another sip and gestured towards Geralt. “Make 
sure you write that down, apprentice.” 


Gremist snaps his fingers and lights the small burner. “First lesson, how to increase the 
potency of healing potions without greatly increasing toxicity levels. Looking at your scars 
and dented armor, you’ll want to pay close attention.” He gestured towards Geralt. “I’m 
gonna show you the recipe fit for witchers. This will still kill regular people so try not to 
share. Or share it, let me know the specific cause of death if you do.” 


Gremist efficiently went about producing his recipe, explaining how his method differed 
from the traditional method and the associated risks. The alchemist needed to be very vigilant 
as to not evaporate too much of the alcohol or burn the celandine yet ensure the drowner’s 
brain was heated thoroughly to convert its properties to medicinal rather than lethal. 


Geralt stayed quiet as the druid worked. When Gremist finished the swallow potion, he went 
on white honey. The white honey lesson got him a lecture on ‘how dying from toxicity is a 
stupid death and the several druid apprentices that have died because they couldn’t be 
bothered to think’. 


The day progressed in much of the same pattern. Gremist would take a shot of alcohol, show 
Geralt a recipe and the tricks he’d picked up, go off on a tangent, take another shot, and 
proceed to the next lesson. The druid was more than willing to share the distilled liquor, so at 
least Geralt didn’t have to do this whole thing sober either. 


By the time morning light started coming through the cracks in the door, Geralt was sure he’d 
learned more about alchemy than he’d thought would from the drunken druid. 


The two sat at the dining table. Gremist propped himself up and seemed to be coming down 
off his moonshine and primkelle high. 


“You know, I met a witcher a long time ago,” said Gremist as he sipped his tea. “From the 
wolf school.” 


Geralt quirked his eyebrow. “I’m not the first witcher to look for work on the islands.” 
“No, you’re not,” agreed Gremist, “Just the most annoying.” 
“Tell me about this witcher,” said Geralt, leaning back in his chair. 


Gremist looked off in the distance and didn’t speak. Minutes ticked by and Geralt was 
starting to consider apologizing for even asking. 


“T don’t know why he was on the islands in the first place,” Gremist said, barely above a 
whisper. “But there was leshen terrorizing the people in the woods north of day. The 
hierophant heard about a witcher in Rannvaig so he hired him to deal with the monster. I only 
saw him twice. Once when he delivered the leshen’s head and the second as he was leaving 
with the babe.” Gremist stared despondently out the window. 


The two men sat still. Geralt could hear the birds chirping in the trees. Above them, the rest 
of the circle was beginning their morning. 


“The witcher was paid by the Law of Surprise?” Geralt finally asked. 


Gremist shook his head. “Nay, he was fairly paid in coin and did not ask for anything else 
other than to be allowed to camp nearby for the night.” 


Geralt tilted his head. ‘““How did he take the child then?” 


Gremist chuckled bitterly. “Oh, you want to hear the story of how I learned about the 
inevitabilities of the world?” 


“Only if you want to tell it,” said Geralt. 


Gremist downed the rest of his tea in one gulp. “Why not? Said I’d teach you all I know, so 
I'll teach you what I know. I used to be like those young apprentices, head in the sky about 
healing and helping and bringing about peace. Some problems you can’t solve, some evils 
you can’t change. Sometimes all you want to do is help but end up watching a fate worse than 
death. Balance begets balance, not harmony.” 


The druid poured himself another cup. “I was one of the first morons that stumbled upon the 
leshen before the witcher came to kill it. Word of the monster hadn’t yet reached the circle. I 
went to the woods near the Whale Graveyard with a friend of mine. She was pregnant and the 
time was nearing. She wanted to gather the necessary herbs while she could still do so 
herself. I went with her to help. Her man had gone back to the Continent. She planned to join 
him in Kovir when the child was old enough to make the journey.” 


“We got a bit careless. I should have paid more attention, listened to the birds. The signs that 
something dangerous was near were right in front of me but I did not heed them. One 
moment we’re gathering blowball and then the next we were knocked to the ground, roots 
erupting from the ground. I saw it. Taller than a bear, skull for a head, bones of others on its 
back, dark mist surround it. The personification of death. I grabbed Visenna’s hand and ran as 
fast as I could. I knew if I slowed for a moment, that monster would end us then and there. 
As we neared the circle, our screams must have been heard. Others hurried to help us.” 


“The women helped Visenna while I explained what we had seen. Fritijof took me to the river 
to wash off, helped me clean my wounds. We saw one of the young women, one training to 
be a midwife, come down with a bucket to get water.” 


“T don’t know if it was fall, the sight of the monster, or my forcing her to run that caused it, 
but the babe came early. Nothing the healers, herbalists, or midwives could do to stop it.” 
Gremist’s eyes misted over. “He was a small thing, hair as red as his mother’s. He didn’t cry 
like he should have. He was weak and too young. He was born with wet lungs and a hole in 
his heart. He survived the night, but we all understood he might not survive much longer. 
And should he survive infancy, death during puberty was a forgone conclusion. 


“Visenna was distraught. She did everything could for the babe, but she wasn’t well herself. 
A goat was purchased to help keep the babe fed. We could see to his aches and pains, but 
nothing we did could change the fact he would likely die as a child if not as an infant.” 


Gremist cracked a small smile. “He was a fighter though. He held on stronger than any 
warrior those jarls like to brag about. After around a year, it was becoming clear that there 
wasn’t much the druid circle would be able to do but ease his pains until he passed. Around 
this time was when the witcher was hired to finally deal with the leshen.” 


Geralt felt his throat tighten. “She gave her child to the witcher voluntarily?” 


Gremist nodded. “I know she thought it was for the best. She figured the Witchers’ herbs and 
shrooms and eventually the Grasses would be his only hope. He was going to die struggling 
for breath on Ard Skellig. With the witchers, there was at least a chance he would live to 
grow up.” 


“She thought it was better to grow up to be a mutant and slay monsters for coin?” 


“She was a desperate mother who couldn’t bear to bury her child if she thought there was a 
chance for him to live out there. She didn’t want to condemn him to certain death. Though, 
no offense, dear apprentice, I’m not sure being condemned to a life of a witcher was better 
than death.” 


“None taken, I’m not sure either,” Geralt answered, staring at his folded hands, “Do you 
know what became of the child? If he lived?” 


Gremist was quiet for a moment. He whispered, “No.” 


“What outcome do you hope for?” 


“T hope he died peacefully before he was old enough to know cruelty.” Gremist drank one 
stared off in the distance, seeing visions of moments long since passed. 


Geralt looked down at his hands, fingers wrapped around the mug. “What became of the 
woman?” 


“Visenna left our circle the following day. I imagine she returned to her home druid circle. I 
was so angry with her I did not even say good bye. I got too caught up in the situation. For as 
much as I cared, the recoil was worse. In the end, all I was left with was solitude and 
heartbreak of my own makings. Now I know better than to get caught up in other affairs. 
Prolonging fate only results in worse consequences.” 


Gremist eyed what remained of his tea for a moment before rising suddenly. He stumbled 
over to the liquor and took another shot. 


Geralt eyed the man. “If the child lived and grew up to be a witcher,” Geralt asked carefully, 
“would you want to know?” 


Gremist examined his face. He looked Geralt straight in his eyes. “I am not as blind as I was 
as a lad. I pay more attention and read the signs. I know what I need to, but rarely what I 
want to.” 


Gremist slumped back into his chair and nodded towards the door. “It is getting late in the 
morning already, I imagine you want to see off soon. Ard Skellig isn’t easily traversed in the 
dark if you aim to make it Kaer Tolvde.” 


Geralt nodded in agreement. “I suppose you’re right. I’ve put off a voyage from there for too 
long.” 


Gremist trudged towards the door. “Oh? Where to now? Another alchemist to bother or is it a 
healer this time?” 


“The Isle of Mists.” 
Gremist paused. His voice low and serious, he said, “May the gods protect you.” 


The door opened with a creak and light steamed in. Geralt shouldered his bag containing his 
new potions. Geralt walked toward the door, pausing when he was shoulder to shoulder with 
the Druid, “Thank you.” 


The old man nodded and watched the Witcher leave. 


As Geralt started up the hill, Gremist called out, “And, apprentice, should you wish to learn 
more about druidic magic, speak to the flaminaka. There is also a pellar in Midcorpse on the 
mainland, not a druid but he knows things, and several druid circles who are more willing to 
teach than I am. Perhaps the Mayena Circle.” 


“T’ll consider it,” Geralt called back over his shoulder. “Goodbye, Gremist.” 


“Goodbye, Geralt.” 


End Notes 
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